lump of red clay. Next it had taken rough shape. Then it was hollowed
out like a bell. Next arms and head appeared, Then it was baked and
painted white, and last of all gay paint had been cunningly applied and
the formless lump of common clay had become magically transformed
into a fat smiling peasant-woman with a frilled apron or a proud man
in striped breeches riding a four-legged creature with yellow horns and
purple spots.
Zagorsk was famous for its toy-making and wooden carvings in which
birds, animals and flowers were wreathed in fantastic foliage carved with
that combination of simplicity and intricacy common to children and
peasants. The Zagorsk toys contrasted strongly with the products of the
artekj or craftsman's guild of Palekh, famous for its highly lacquered wooden
handicrafts, boxes, ikons and trays. The traditional themes of Palekh
(unchanged for centuries) fables, fairy tales and religious subjects, were
beginning to be influenced by Soviet ideology, with the quaintest results*
The mythological figure of Saint George, so popular in Russian folk-lore,
now appeared in overalls driving a tractor. Electric lights shot out magical
rays previously depicted only as issuing from the mouths of dragons, and
the Soviet horticulturist Michurin was immortalized on a lacquer box,
showing him burgeoning in a luxuriant bower of such imaginative fruits
and vegetables as even he had not thought of. The Zagorsk Museum only
showed a few Palekh boxes, for this was the point at which Favorsky's Toy
Museum and Professor Borodin's Folk Art Museum joined hands and then
separated.
The midday meal at the Favorsky's was a joyous affair. To start
with there were so many people round the table. Favotsky at the head,
patriarchical, pouring out ap&itife of vodka into tiny glasses. Beside him
his smiling wife superintending the dishes, and at the fopt Favorsky's mother,
an august old lady with a heavy gold chain looped across the purple sflk
of her bosom, was ladling out the fish-soup from a colossal tunoen, and,
crowding the long table to its uttermost, his children, cousins, uncles, aunts
and friends. There was something almost biblical in their meal-taking.
It was good to see the veteran artist gravely breaking bread, toasting bfc
guests and turning from one relation to another as the convcmtion rippled
up and down the table,
It was good conversation. The conversation of people who do jote
and have intimate knowledge of their jobs. There was plenty of fin*
but BO idle gossip. And the Favorsky children (there were only four or
five of them present that day, others being on a visit to relations in Leoingrad}
listened and joined in naturally when they had anything to say. Polio*
was seated OB the left and Professor Borodin on the right next to
an eldeiiy gentleman with an eyeglass who looked like a don